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Introduction 

This book is a project made by 6 High Tech 
High International freshman students. This book 
consists of 6 short time-travel stories. Each story is 
unique, and attention-drawing. They are based off of 
historical events that took place in a country that is 
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related to the author. We hope you enjoy reading 
these stories and learn something new! 
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Through Time 

It’s 2:30 in the morning, when a loud knock strikes the door. At first, I wonder who 

could be knocking on the door at this time, but then I remembered the series of notes that arrived 
days before. I get up, walk to the front door, and see a small white envelope on the part of the 
floor that separates my house from the outside. On the front is written “URGENT” in black 
capital letters. The previous letters were all titled this way. It seemed a little suspicious but I was 
curious as to who or what the letters were referring to. The series of letters all talk about how 
soon, I will be reminded of my past, and how I have to save it. I always thought it was just some 
neighborhood kids playing a practical joke, until the next morning. 

I went back to sleep and woke up hours later lying on the ground cold and disoriented. It 
took me awhile to get the strength to get up but as soon as I did, I couldn’t believe it. I saw what 
looked to be a road sign with the words, Abuja, Nigeria, ahead. So I walked and walked and 
walked until I finally made it into town. Then all of a sudden I felt dizzy and in what I assumed 
was a fainting spell. I woke up back home in my bed. 

3 Days Later 

For the past few days, all I could think about was why I was sent to Nigeria, and if I 
would ever go back. When I went to check the mail later that day, I found another letter. It’s like 
whoever was leaving them knew what was going to happen to me, before it happened. This time 
the letter was long, the longest it ever had been. To sum it up, it talked about how I was going to 
be sent back to Nigeria in 1968, to prevent the death of my grandparents. I thought to myself, 
“how could my grandparents have died the year my dad was bom.” I kept reading on and it said, 
I had to save my grandparents before IT happened, like whatever IT was, was so bad that it 
couldn’t be spoken aloud. So for the next few hours, I had been researching. Anything that I 
could think of that could be relevant to that year I searched when I began to realize how 
unprepared I was. So I grabbed the biggest bag I could find, and filled it with things I thought I 
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might need. I had to blend in. So, in the bag I put a language guide for Yoruba, some popular 
canned soups, bottles of water, a small foldable tent, some antibiotics, hygiene products, 

Nigerian money, a small aid-kit, some important documents, and some Yoruba clothing, this is 
just Nigerian women’s clothing. I needed to plan for the worst. I didn’t know how long I would 
be there or if I was ever going to come back. After all this preparation, I thought I needed to get 
some sleep. So I walked into my bedroom and fell asleep with the bag in hand. I was ready. 

The next morning, I woke up in what I now know was Abuja, Nigeria, the year 1968. My 
mission was to locate my pregnant grandmother, and protect her from whatever IT was. I spent 
days looking for her but nothing and no one helped. That is when I thought to myself, I need 
some friends. I need people who I can trust, people who can help. But then I remembered in one 
of the letters, it told me that an Abedi Okafor would be able to help locate my grandparents. So I 
wandered and looked for this woman until I finally found her working in a small shop at the end 
of a road. I told her about my situation and she immediately knew where to find my 
grandparents. She also said that the IT was a bombing that would strike their house in 3 days. At 
first I wondered if I could really trust this woman, and why she was the only other person to 
know of my situation. But after the 2 weeks we had spent together, we soon became good friends 
and started our journey to their house which was pretty far considering we didn’t have any 
transportation except for foot. 

Two and a half days went by when I finally saw the house. The dark brown color, along 
with it’s tinted windows and cracked wood told me that I was in the right place. As I walking to 
the door, I heard screams and clashes. I found my grandmother safe and unharmed hiding in a 
bedroom comer, while my grandfather continued to fight off possible intruders. His face told me 
that he would do whatever he could to protect his wife, and future son even if it meant sacrificing 
himself. When my grandmother saw me, she screamed for her husband in the most fear that I 
have ever witnessed in my life. Her voice was so shaky and weak that I knew what they were 
going through must have been terrifying. But she recognized Abedi. When she came into the 
room the screaming stopped. 

“Abedi, what are you doing here. And who is this women,” she said in a very thickest 
accent I have ever heard. 
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“She is here to help. Your house is going to be destroyed along with you if we don’t 
leave now,” Abedi says. 

My grandmother trusted her. As she called out to my grandfather, we boarded and locked 
every door we could except for the one we used to leave. We snuck out through the back door 
and ran as fast as we could when I heard my grandmother screaming and yelling. I turned around 
as fast as I could to see her holding her stomach. Oh no, this can’t be happening right now. This 
is not the time, I thought to myself. But it was happening, my dad was about to be bom. I yelled 
for my grandfather to help. He was so in shock that I could see his hands trembling and his face 
freeze. I knew he wouldn’t be of much help. It was up to me. Adebi and I earned my 
grandmother for miles until we got her somewhere safe. We found a small abandoned shack with 
everything we needed. 

We walked into a heavy smell of dust, and a floor board that was creaking so much, it 
reminded me of a scary movie from my time. Soon after we settled in the shack, and the 
moments of screaming were over, my father was bom. My family was healthy and unharmed. 
Everything would be back to the way it was supposed to be. After a long day, I fell asleep on the 
old dusty couch in the comer bedroom. 

The next morning, I woke up in my own home, and in my own bed, dirty and what I had 
hoped to be just be sweat. 

“ I’m home. They’re safe. Everything is ok, ” I said aloud as I walked into the bathroom to 
take a shower. 
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I Survived Dublin Ireland, 1803 


1>I othing is more frustrating than constantly feeling displaced and like you don’t 

belong in the time zone you are in. My name is Luke Beesley and I am an Irish Immigrant with 
curly red hair currently living in San Diego, California in the year of 2019.1 am pretty sure my 
family is ready to visit my grandparents in Dublin, Ireland. But I haven’t been feeling so well 
lately, in fact, I don’t think I am going. I've been to previous doctors but all of them just send me 
somewhere else. It’s not a typical illness, I am constantly feeling dizzy. But honestly, it’s not the 
kind of dizziness that someone would normally experience, this time I feel a bit different. 

Hours before my family sets off for the big city I pack a suitcase full of random stuff just 
to secure my safety. 

“Alright honey, let's go!” yells Mama. 

“Ok mom, I—I don’t feel good,” I said very softly spoken. 

Just in a blink of an eye, I blacked out, only for a couple of seconds right? 

I woke up in a very unfamiliar place. 

“Hello!, where am I?” 

“Dublin” I heard an old man dressed in a tunic say. 

I actually packed one of those in my bag, I was supposed to be in a play and I needed to 
wear it as my costume. 

Things didn’t look right at this place and time so I asked this: 

“What year is it” He laughed and looked at me. 

“Its 1803 sir, what year do you think it is,” said the man. 

What the heck, I have been sent back in time to Dublin Ireland. Wait a minute, I thought 
to myself 1803, 1803 is when we were under British control. 

“Well you have a good day sir” the old man yelled at me. I said nothing, I was in 
shock. If this is really happening I am going to need to pack a survival kit to be safe, I have no 
clue how long I have to stay out here. I—It could be weeks, months or even years. 

It has been a couple of hours, at about 2 pm. To be honest with you I don’t even know 
the day. Wait I remember, the date is July 21, 1803, at least that’s what I was told. I saw Irish 
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soldiers flood the city of Ireland with weapons and uniforms. There were a flood of people 
around. 

“What is this,” I asked 

“I have no clue, maybe we are going to war” the lady paused...we should get out of here” 
She continued 

“What’s your name” I questioned as she began to walk away. She turned around slowly 
“my name is Luke and I am 15 years old” I went on. She didn’t seem to be that interested. 

“Alice” She sighed, she went on to say that she was 23 years old with light skin and long 
red hair and her family was from Ireland. She seemed scared and was in the same position as me. 
We were now the only 2 people on the block with a mob of Irish soldiers shadowing us. 

Later that night Alice and I went back to Dublin to check up on things and we saw a 
group of Irish soldiers in a group meeting about the British invasion and manufacturing new 
weapons. We just blew it off and didn’t think much of it. Later that night we got ready to sleep 
and we did. Alice and I went home and met up the next day at around 10 AM. We went to the 
nearest coffee shop around which was on Thomas street. We were about halfway down the block 
when a Male soldier yelled “Hey!” 

“Yeah?” I questioned, he looked angry and was advancing at a rapid pace towards us. 

He gets to us. 

“What are y'all doing” he smirked. 

“Just walking to get coffee,” I said back with a little attitude. 

“Well y’all can’t be out here, the British are coming and I need you to leave now” 

“I knew it,” I said under my breath. 

“Knew what?!” questioned Alice. At this point, I have to be straight up with her and 
just speak my mind. 

“That the British are coming for war” I went on and said. 

“We need to leave then” Alice then added on. The Irish soldier nodded his head in 
agreement. His name I later found out was Eric. To be honest I didn’t really want to leave cause I 
was very curious to see the outcome. Alice and I walked away back to where we met up this 
morning. A couple of hours went by and I didn’t really think much of it besides nothing is really 
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gonna happen to me, yet Alice and I were both prepared with survival kits. The date is July 23, 
1803, and Alice and I were meeting were we normally meet except this time we didn’t go to 
Thomas Street, we went up north. All of a sudden we heard gunshots on Thomas Street. 

“Did you hear that” I questioned 

“Yes, what was that”. I was still trying to figure out if it was actually a gunshot. I got 
to thinking, have the British arrived? There's only one way to find out and that was to go check it 
out. 

We peek down the block very hesitant, the British didn’t only just come they came to 
fight. I saw a line of Irish soldiers and a mob of British soldiers in a riot on Thomas street. I 
wanted to get a little closer to the action but I didn't want to put myself in danger along with 
Alice because she already wants to go. I can’t keep Alice in this danger. 

“I am gonna get you out of here” 

“Are you coming with me” she followed. I really didn't what to I just wanted to get her 

safe. 

“No, I’m sorry I have to check this out” I slowly said. 

“Ugh, be careful” she surprisingly replied. Ok, now that I have her safe I can go check 
this out. I got back down to Thomas street and watched the fight until I heard a loud voice yell at 
me. I looked up and it was Eric yelling at me to get out of here now. I was so curious about why 
they were fighting or why the attacked our city. I quickly took out the knife that I put in my kit a 
while back. Shortly after taking out my knife I was spotted by a British soldier. 

“Oh no,” I said under my breath. I was in deep waters. I could very much possibly die, 
never see Alice again like I promised I would, or never go home. I ran down the block as fast as I 
could and as soon as I turned the comer gunshots were aimed at my head. I rounded the comer as 
the last shots penetrated the back wall. I was the last civilian on the streets that the British did not 
kill and I hope it stays that way. Quickly I ran into a barbershop a couple of streets north of 
Thomas. I saw tons of British pacing the streets, stepping in their own sweat. I am now alone, 
dead silent in the shop and I have no idea what to do. My mind was as blank as a white piece of 
printer paper, but I know I needed to find Eric, but he could be dead, who knows. The British 
were flooding in Dublin Ireland, which means they probably won the war. Who knows how long 
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I could be out here for. I should've never went back, I wonder if Alice is okay or if Eric is alive. 
These were things that were going through my head as I was hiding. I had no one to check up on 
me, no one to call, no one that was in sight besides a bunch of British. I peeked up and over the 
window and saw Eric tied up in a chair at gunpoint. 

“Where's the boy!” yelled the British soldier. 

“I don’t know, I really don’t” cried Eric as blood was pouring from his eyes and out his 
mouth. He was trying to protect me because we made eye contact a couple min before he was 
pressed. I felt like I needed to help, but if I show myself I would be shot and dead. My plan was 
to keep as calm as I could and stay put. Before I knew it I heard a loud bang noise that nearly 
caused me to go deaf. I look up and Eric was executed on the outside of the window I was taking 
cover behind. I began to cry out my eyes, my tears combined with the sweat puddle under where 
I sat. I needed to relocate but I don’t know where. Quickly I ran out the back of the barbershop 
and down Thomas Street. It was empty and free of British soldiers. I ran to the point where I 
dropped of Alice and looked for her. 

“Alice” I whispered. My tone of voice was stern, but quiet. I didn’t want to draw too 
much attention to myself. 

“Alice” I repeated. No answer, I was so scared without her I don’t know if I will be able 
to survive. 

“Luke” I heard a quiet voice from a couple of feet away. 

“Alice is that you!” I yelled back. 

“Yes,”. I crouched under the deck and saw her bundled up in a couple of blankets. I was 
very relieved and gave her the longest hug of my life. The night was falling and my tears were 
drying to my diy, peeling skin. We haven't eaten anything or drank anything all day. If we don't 
watch it we will die of dehydration or starvation before anything else. I was starting to freak 
myself out. Lucky I packed some kale and a pot so we can boil some water. Kale was a good 
source of food, and it makes me fit in with the rest of the Irish civilians that survived. One of us 
is gonna have to go fetch some water from a very sketchy river that laid beneath our river down 
here. 

“I’ll do it,” said Alice. 
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“If we can get through the night we can make a plan in the morning.” At this point I was 
saying anything to make myself and Alice feel better so we can get some rest. 

“Ok,” She mumbled 

“We have to get some rest so we are not tired in the morning.” With that being said, 
Alice and I both shut our eyes and went to sleep. It was very hard to fall asleep from what I saw 
today so I only ended up getting around an hour and a half of sleep. Alice was sleeping like a 
rock on the other side of the cot we made with leaves and branches. 

We woke up on the morning of July 25, 1803, and the heat was off us a lot more than two 
days ago. I think I could actually take some of the Irish pounds I brought and go buy some actual 
food because we have been eating straight kale for the past 48 hours. I took out my pen and 
paper. Alice and I started making a plan as to where we are gonna go. I looked through my kit 
and took out my map of Dublin, Ireland to guide us to where we are going. I also brought a pair 
of shoes that will help me fit in. As of today, the British have fled Dublin, but we are still under 
British control as we lost our independence for the second time. Alice and I need to be as Irish as 
we can so we don't get mistaken for someone suspicious. I told Alice that we need to look like 
we know where we are going and we need to dress right. I put my Tunic on that I was supposed 
to put on in a school play. We came out from our little hut and saw that we lost a lot of our army 
and the town of Dublin was filled with smoke and mist. We started making our way through the 
large city and surprisingly didn't get that many weird looks. We are alive and that's all that 
matters. 

Times are not the best, the city is ran down but Alice and I have created a lifelong bond 
that will never be broken. She has to stay in Ireland and I am teleporting back to normal times. I 
got so many good skills out of this and lifelong experience. Times were rugged and scaiy the 
majority of it. But I survived the Irish Rebellion of 1803 and I am very proud to say that. I have 
officially gone back to San Diego, California in 2019 and the first thing I realized was that I was 
feeling a lot better. 

“It feels so good to be home,” I remarked. My mother started laughing. 

“What” I followed. 

“Where have you been,” My mom said. I didn’t really know what to say. 
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“It’s a very long story” I smiled, we both laughed and had s'mores by the campfire with my 

family. 


14 



The Steps of a Soldera 

It’s always been boring at my grandmas house, or what I’d like to call her, abuelita. 

Everything was so bland there even visually. The walls were the color of teeth that only made 
contact with Coca-Cola and it smelled like chalk all throughout the hallways. There was never 
anything to do or eat there, other than “saltine” crackers that didn't even have one grain of salt on 
them. It just felt like flavorless cardboard softening in your mouth, in other words it wasn’t 
pleasant eating them in any way. She would always try to entertain me with old children songs 
that her very great grandmother would sing to her to keep her busy. The only good the songs 
ever did for me was make me doze off into my grey and bland imagination that only consisted of 
me driving back home to watch America’s Next Top Model. I always feel bad though, she tries 
so hard to make me beam with joy. Though the only thing she gets out of me is a obviously 
forced smile, like the uncomfortable one. I always felt like my mom was just evil and had a plan 
to me kill me slowly with every visit by boredom and starvation, but who knew one day things 
would go completely different. 

This particular day had already felt funny from the point I woke up. I usually wake up 
tired and exhausted, but that day I had felt rested in the first time since a very long time. I knew 
it was a good sleep because when I cracked my neck after waking up it sounded so satisfying 
kind of like popping bubble wrap which usually happens after a good nap. It was almost if I had 
a day longer than usual ahead of me, and oh was I right about that assumption. When I leave for 
my abuelitas in the morning it's pretty early and usually it’s cold with the sky still partially blue. 
Though that day, the air was moist and hot while the skies looked like they were covered and 
filled with gray clouds. I didn’t mind it though, it felt nice to have a bit of change for a day. 
Though I wish it was only the weather that changed drastically that day. 

When I arrived at my abuelitas our plans were mostly like all of the other days at her 
house, eat crackers and listen to her tone deaf singing. Though after we were done my abuelita 
noticed the expression on my face as I sat slumped over on the coach. She could tell our daily 
routine didn’t satisfy me yet again, so she came up with a wat she thought was a harmless, good 
idea. She brought up how her attic has been cluttered with items from our ancestors, and how I 
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might enjoy going through the things. I gave into the idea thinking there was nothing else better 
to do... bad idea. 

I jolted upstairs knowing that there may have been so much to go through in such little 
time. It was frustrating for the first seven minutes due to the fact I had never opened an attic 
door. At first it was pitch black and there was cobwebs everywhere I looked. Wherever you 
stepped there was some kind of creak from the wood flooring in the attic. Though, other than that 
it was nice to leam and see all the things my family did in their time. I was so engaged that I 
went through so many boxes in a small amount of time. Thats until I ran into a small box. When 
I opened the box there was a book, or more so a diary. 

I examined it carefully. It's hard to describe the texture of the diary. Since it was aged it 
was beat up and worn out, it felt a bit rough, though soft in some parts. As I searched through the 
diary I found out it had belonged to my very great grandma, Ynez. From what I read it was from 
1910 in Durango,Mexico, around the time of the Mexican Revolution. Ynez wrote pretty much 
everything she went through and the people she met, she even described the items that she 
earned to help her through her journey weirdly enough. There was one specific person in her 
diary who came up a lot. Her name was Miranda. It said how my great grandma Ynez and 
Miranda were participating in the Mexican Revolution. They were Solderas, which was basically 
Spanish for women soldiers. They both believed that their president, Porfirio Diaz, fails to enact 
social justice and causes too much corruption and conflict in not only Durango, but all of 
Mexico. She described their whole journey and one battle that Miranda and herself helped in. 

The diary ends on how she saved her friend Miranda after getting shot in that battle. That diary 
was the most interesting item in my abuelitas attic. I decided to leave because a draft of dust 
went into my nose and my allergies started to kick in, not until I tripped on the small cardboard 
box and hit my head on the ground. I only wish I got a concussion than the situation I got into. 

I didn’t remember the attic light being bright enough to wake me up, not until I noticed 
that it actually wasn't a light bulb... it was the sun. It took me a while to be fully aware that I was 
in a very different place. Once I recollected my vision I noticed that I was literally in the middle 
of nowhere. It was very hot and everywhere looked like the dry desert. It was even hotter in the 
whole new attire I was wearing. I noticed I had items with me so I panicked grabbed each to see 
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what they were. Luckily I had a water canteen and food that mostly consisted of fruits and 
vegetables, but I decided to conserve that for a time where I truly needed it. I also had money, a 
filled pouch, rope, a pocket knife, and a Leather Nueman’s Spanish Dictionary. I looked on the 
other side and I saw a gun. I hesitated to pick it up but I managed to. As I closely examined it, it 
reminded me just exactly like the description that my grandma Ynez had said about her gun, a 
single- shot cartridge rifle. Then I figured it was time to focus on the decision of where to go 
now. I had absolutely no idea so I came up with a solution where I just keep walking till I ran 
into something. It was stupid, but what else was I supposed to do. With that I began my journey. 

It had been a very long time and the sun made it feel longer. The outfit was definitely not 
helping. I was wearing a big hat, but I had a massive skirt with boots and a rolled up long sleeve 
shirt. I felt my feet sizzle. I wouldn't be surprised if my toes were cooked by the time I arrived at 
my destination, wherever that may be. As I was trailing off into my thoughts my eyes caught a 
figure ahead of me. It could have been someone or something dangerous, but I was willing to 
risk it. I sprinted to the figure and it was a horse. A male horse. For a second I thought it was 
useless, but then my brain sparked with an idea. I remembered that in my variety of fruits and 
vegetables, there were carrots, and who likes carrots? Horses do. My genius idea was to train the 
horse, I remembered how when in sixth grade camp we went to go visit the ranch and they taught 
us how. I had a rope and a couple of carrots, all I needed was a stick. Wherever I was, there was 
hardly any bushes, it was mostly sand. Though I did find a useful stick in the sand. I tied the rope 
to the stick and the carrot to the rope. Though first I had to show the horse I was friendly by 
doing so I gave him a carrot, thankfully this worked. I pat the horse on the nose to show that I’m 
someone he can think of as friendly. I fed him a couple more carrots until I was down to a 
couple. So after that I thought it was time to get into the real training. I carefully climbed onto 
his back and used the stick with the carrot to tease him to move forward. It worked. It worked so 
well I didn’t need the stick anymore. 

During the time I was on the horse we passed by a sign in which said where we were in 
“La Zona de Silencio”, or the silent zone. After some time passed we ran into a motel. I didn't 
care if there were roaches or rats or if it was the worst reviewed motel. I was so happy to see the 
motel. I leaped off the horse and ran. My feet were sore but, the excitement of having a place to 
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stay kinda took the pain away from my feet. I went to the front desk almost crying of happiness 
from just seeing another person. The lady at the front desk looked confused, but shook the look 
off her face into more of a professional one. I took the time to examine the room and there were 
signs on the front desk that were in Spanish. I figured I was in Mexico, but which part? Before I 
got lost in my thoughts I look at the front desk lady and asked if I could have a room. She said 
yes but it would cost me, obviously. I stood still with a blank face for more than a second. I reach 
into my bag of items for the pesos that I had loose in the bag. I had a total of 1,789 pesos. I 
looked up at her and she skimmed over my outfit, I questioned myself if I looked that ridiculous, 
but I asked her again and she said that it would be 116 pesos, but that she would make it 52. She 
handed me a small piece of paper. She said it was a paper to confirm the price of my purchase, so 
pretty much a receipt, but it had words in Spanish that I couldn't figure out. I knew I had a 
dictionary, but all I cared about was getting in bed. I wondered if I really looked that poor to the 
point where I needed that much of a discount, but the thought wasn’t that important so I pushed 
it in the back of my head. Though I probably should have paid more attention to that thought. 

I finally got into my room. It wasn't a five star, but by the time I got into the bed it really 
proved its rating wrong. The sheets felt like silk and the pillows were not firm, but not too soft to 
the point where your neck isn’t supported. It was perfect. That night I truly understood the saying 
of “sleeping like a baby”. I was hoping I would be awoken by my abuelita in the attic, but I was 
awoken by a women. The lady really startled me. She was yelling for me to wake up in Spanish, 
saying things like it was time to leave and how they had been waiting for me. She threw my 
blankets to the floor. I didn’t want to be alone in this “journey” so I listened to her. I got myself 
out of the bed, but as I was getting my things together I saw she was wearing the exact same 
outfit as me. I didn’t question her though. I left with her, she seemed friendly and I really didn't 
want to go through anything alone. 

We had been walking for some time to god knows where and I thought maybe I should 
make the time to get to know her through our walk. Then the thought got to me, I never asked for 
her name. So with that I did and what she told me made me pause with shock. She said her name 
was Miranda. I’ve been pushing my questions and thoughts thinking maybe things were just 
coincidental, but I had enough of holding my tongue, so I let my questions spill like a curious 
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four year old. I first asked her where we were going. She said Durango, specifically Gomez 
Palacio. My palms began to sweat. I knew where this was heading. Gomez Palacio was the place 
my grandma Ynez went to for her first battle. Where Miranda got shot. My heart was beating 
faster than an upbeat tune. Then I remembered the receipt the lady handed to me. I pulled out the 
receipt and the Spanish dictionary. The words on the receipt said “descuento militar”. I translated 
the words and what I read made my heart drop. It said military discount. At that point I was 
drowning in my worries. The biggest problem was that I didn't know how to fight or even shoot a 
gun. With all my courage I told Miranda. I was so nervous to see what her reaction was that I 
stuttered while I was asking her... like a lot. She stopped walking. I held my breath till she 
answered. I held my breath for a long time. She looked at me in awe then smiled. I was shocked 
and confused. She grinned and said that she would teach me. I didn’t question her. She said I 
would have to work hard because we didn't have a lot of time. Though we managed. It was just 
like those superhero movies. It even seemed like there was adrenaline pumping music playing, I 
mean there wasn’t but it felt like it. She taught me how to aim on a cactus. It took me a lot of 
tries but it worked. Then she taught me how to correctly stab someone with my pocket knife and 
where exactly to stab. We practiced over and over again till there were blisters on my hands. 

After hours of practice I felt totally cool. Like a whole other person. Someone who 
wasn’t weak, someone who could defend themself. Miranda said we needed to hurry and that it 
was almost time. I asked her what she was referring to and she said that Francisco Villa had been 
waiting for us. He was one of the revolutionary leaders. My stomach started to hurt because it 
also meant that it was time for the battle. Just as the thought went through my head she had said 
that Diaz, the president, had sent troops to battle us and as soon as Francisco found out he was 
ready to throw us out there to fight. It was unusual to see Miranda smile during she was saying 
those words knowing she was getting shot, obviously she didn’t know. I didn't want to see her 
go. The thought saddened me. Even though I had just met her this morning in a rude awakening, 

I felt like she had been my friend my whole life. Though my thoughts were yet again interrupted 
by something. This time it was from Francisco our leader. We had arrived to Gomez Palacio. 
Francisco went up to me and Miranda to speak to us about the plan, though he spoke too fast for 
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me to understand him. So I decided to just “cling” on to Miranda like a leech having no idea 
what was about to go down. 

After some time of “getting ready” for the battle, which was really me just standing there 
twiddling my thumbs nervously thinking of what might happen, it was time. The troops that Diaz 
sent had arrived and before I knew they already had started shooting. My instincts were to just 
start screaming and that I did. I sounded like a little girl, well probably because I am one. I sprint 
to a place to hide. I found a wall that would only keep my cover for maybe three minutes. During 
those minutes I heard a familiar voice. It was Miranda. It took me awhile to understand what she 
was saying. Then I understood that she was saying that she needed help and had ran out of amo. I 
ran to her, but it was to late. She was shot in the leg. I stood there like an idiot, confused on what 
to do next, I knew I had to save her, but how? Then I thought to myself, what would grandma 
Ynez do? 

I grabbed her arm and put her on my shoulder. I tried to run as far away from the battle 
until I found a place. There was a small shop in the little town we were in. I quickly went into it 
to see if there was anything , then there was an old lady telling me she had just exactly what I 
needed. It was some sort of native plant that could heal wounds. All I wanted to do was save her, 
so I took it. She stopped me and said that I needed to exchange something for it, so I literally 
gave her all of my money. The lady didn’t want it though. I was clueless and was losing hope. I 
rustled through my bag searching for anything at this point I had food but she didn't want it 
either. I then came across a pouch that I had, before I could see what it was filled with she had 
snatched it in her hand. Once she looked in it she smiled and gave me the plant. I peeked over to 
see what was inside. They were dead scorpions. I was a little disgusted, but I remembered 
Miranda explaining that scorpions were a bit of a big deal in Durango. I then took Miranda 
outside, but where you couldn’t see us. I had a bit of rope left over to put pressure on her wound. 
Then I grabbed my water canteen and cleaned it up. I grab the plant I had no idea what it was but 
I crossed my fingers hoping it would work and I start rubbing the flesh of the plant on her. The 
lady said the inside is where the “magic” is. I started to eat my berries, but I gave most of them 
to Miranda hoping it would help keep her energy up. The wound was healing but we were both 
tired. I started dozing to sleep to hearing Miranda say that she was feeling better. 
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When I woke up everything was dark. I couldn’t see anything. Though I did feel that I 
had woken up on a wood flooring. The wood felt aged... it felt familiar. I jolted up only 
realizing I was back in my abuelitas attic. I felt like I could have gotten up a little more careful, 
I’m pretty sure I almost broke through the floor because of the sound that it made right when I 
got up. I saw the diary on the floor and my eyes grew wide. I distanced from it like the item itself 
was cursed. With that idea living through my head I carefully ran , so I didn't fall again, to the 
attic door and I went down the ladder. Then I hear my grandma come up behind me and as soon 
as I turned around and like a snake, I wrapped my arms around her and squeezed her tightly with 
a hug. I whispered that I never wanted to go up there again. She giggled and then continued to 
inform me that it was snack time. Never was I so happy to eat saltine crackers till that day. 
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The Great Hunger 

Chapter 1 
Bum Book 

“Ok class your homework this weekend is to gather the rest of the items you will need 

to have for your trip and-” Miss Jessica, our ninth grade English teacher was cut off by the 
“know it all” in our class. “And,” he said standing up out of his chair right in front of me, “ you 
will need to research about where you are going such as, the culture, what they are known for, 
and how they are unique to us.” 

I couldn’t see Miss Jessica‘s face but it was probably the same paranoid face she always makes. 
“Thank you George, please take your seat.” As he sat down he said, 

“You’re welcome Miss Jessica, I’ve already finished everything, so I don’t have any homework 
this weekend.” 

She hit him back with a “Oh yes you do, I’ve seen what you have so far.” The whole class burst 
out with laughter and then the bell rang and Miss Jessica reminded us we’re presenting next 
week, and class was dismissed. 

“Come on Olivia, you take forever to pack up” Evan said. 

“Oh give me a break, I wait for the bell to ring to pack up my stuff, unlike you who packs up five 
minutes before it’s even time to go,” I said defending myself. He rolled his eyes then said, 

“Well I am not late for any of my classes because I’m all ready.” 

“First off ,we have a five minute passing and second off this is our last class of the day” 
“Whatever” 

I finish packing up my stuff. 

“Finally!” Evan said relieved 

“You didn’t have to wait for me ya know.” 

“True, but that’s what friends do, plus I wanted to ask how you feel about our presentation” 

”I’m almost done.” 

“What do you mean ‘almost’?!?!” Evan said, fear in his voice. 

“Relax, I’m going to the library to make sure we have everything we need to have.” 
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“Ok but text me when you’re done with that because we need to practice.” 

We were at the front of the school now. I saw my mom’ car “Ok. Ok I gotta go” I waved then got 
in the car. 

The next day I did exactly what I told Evan I was going to do. I made a checklist of 
everything I would need for my trip to Ireland which is where Evan and I we’re “going” for our 
project. I got a big bag (it wasn’t that nice of a bag but all I needed it for was to help me cany 
my things) and started to put eveiything I already had into it. As I did this, I checked off the 
things I already had: nice green jewelry, cell phone charger veiy important, passport, clothes, one 
big towel, a couple shoes, food that I already wanted to eat, notebook and pencil. What else do I 
need? I wondered. I went to the library to research anything else I would need IF I went to 
Ireland. I looked around and then went to the travel section, grabbed 8 to 10 books, found a 
comer, and settled in for my long day of studying. 

At 12:20 my friend Chloe called me. 

“Chloe I’m trying to study.” 

“Then why did you even pick up?” Chloe is a smart alec like that but I love her anyways. We’ve 
been friends since the first grade. 

“Whatever” I said a bit too nasty “what do you want anyway?” 

“Guess” 

Always a game with her, hmmm let me see, “you called to tell me... You’re actually a 
government spy that has been following me my whole life and now you’ve got what you need 
and are going back to your top secret location and I’ll never see you again. But only now that 
you have gotten to know me you don’t want to leave or give up any of my many, many secrets?” 

I loved making up stories like this for my guesses even though I knew it was probably something 
out of the ordinary, nothing interesting has ever happened around here. 

“Yes, Olivia you’ve got to help me I don’t know what I’m going to tell the other agents.” 

“Let’s run away together” 

Chloe burst out laughing. We never get too far with these things before Chloe laughs (way too 
much). 

“Ok Ok” I said bringing it back in “why’d ya call?” 
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“Just wanted to say ‘Hi’ and ask what your plans are for the weekend." 

"Boring" I said then pretended to snore. Chloe laughed, I joined her and then replied to her 
second question. "I'm just studying today. Tomorrow I think Evan and I are going to practice our 
presentation." 

"Now that’s boring" 

"Whatever you're probably just going to read in your bed the whole time." Some people would 
get offended by this but no not Chloe. 

"Yeah," She went off, "I just got this new book! It’s called ‘The Burn Book.’ 

"Let me guess, you wanna spoil it for me like you do with eveiy book?" I don’t really mind, I 
always see the plot or the plot twists coming anyways. 

"It's not like you're even going to read this one, too much slang for you." 

"Hey what can I say, the higher class of books you read the A- less predictable they are and B- 
more words you will pick up. Then you can sound all intelligent like me." 

"I don't want to sound like you!" She said and I took some offense, "if I did, all the teachers 
would start giving me more and more work like they do for you." 

"More work is just more and faster preparation. Anyways what's your new book about?" I said, 
trying to change the topic. I didn't like where this was going and I knew by asking this question 
I'd set her on the ramble, and it worked. 

“Well, I haven't read much but the title really lays out the storyline for you." 

"Burn Book?" I half asked, half said, I'm very good at remembering things. 

"Yeah" 

"So what do they burn? a book? or things?" 

"You’re on the right track.” 

"So predictable" I signed. 

"But it's exciting, it's wild dude so many people have already gotten set on FIRE-" 
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Chapter 2 
1845 


Red. Red. All I could see was red. And I was hot, burning, boiling. "What's happening to 
me?" I screamed into the phone. ...No one answered. I tried to stand up, my right hand reached 
for the table but hit something hard and damp to my surprise. My vision started to come in and I 
could see it was much taller than the table. "What is happening?!" I said into the phone. Still no 
response. The red in my eyes faded away and I could see I was in a forest. I was sitting on a cold 
muddy ground with all the things I had packed, piled on top of me. I pushed them aside and 
stood up. Miles and miles of trees and bushes also incredibly green. It looks so unreal. 

Something ran past me. I fell to the ground and hid behind my stuff. "What the heck was that?" I 
said as if I was asking someone. When no response came I realized I was alone. 

Alone in a random forest with a bag full of clothes and my phone. "My phone!" I said 
with hope. Maybe I could call someone and ask them what was going on. All I knew was I 
wanted to get out of this place, wherever I was and as fast as I could. The phone was dark. I tried 
to turn it on, but nothing was happening. "Maybe it's just dead" I said, praying that that's all it 
was. I needed to find a outlet to charge it. I looked up, remembering I was in a forest. I stood up 
to get a better look of my surroundings. The trees were thick to the left of me and thin to the 
right. That must mean people have walked through there. I thought to myself knowing full well 
that that made no sense whatsoever. I went with it anyways for it was all I had to go off of. I 
walked past two trees and then stopped, turned around, and stared at my stuff. "Ugh, what am I 
supposed to do with this?!" I said frustrated. I sighed, went over to it, picked it up, then decided 
it would be best to leave it here for I didn't know how far I was going to be walking. Plus, I could 
always come back for it later. I put it in a bush that was between two trees. I dug my foot into the 
ground to make a big smiley face. I did the same thing every five trees so I would know how to 
get back. 

Just when I thought I was getting nowhere I ran into an old man chopping wood. I saw 
him before he saw me so I took a second to think of why I'd be in the woods. Wait, I stopped 
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myself and asked, why is he chopping wood? Oh we are in a forest, people chop wood when they 
are in the forest. Ok that makes sense. I walked up to him and said, 

"Hi" 

He said "Hey" to me without looking up. 

“I was just wondering-” 

“wondering?” He said, annoyed “it’s too early for that” he moaned. “ The wood is not ready yet, 
I’ll bring it into town later.” 

“Ok” I said, not knowing how else to respond. “How do I get to town though?” He looked up. 
“Who are you?” He demanded. 

“Um” I stuttered. 

“And what are you wearing?” 

I looked down. I was wearing a T-shirt with a big flower in the middle and baggy pants. 

“What’s wrong with this?” I asked confused. I looked at his outfit. He was wearing a waistcoat 
with a popped collar. His hair was gray-ish and he had sideburns too. Wow I thought, I really 
need to get better at paying attention to details. 

“It’s different” he said disgusted. I could say the same about his outfit. 

“Sorry,” I said not meaning it, but I needed his help so I didn’t want to make him mad. 

“The town is just up ahead, you can’t miss it,” he looked me dead in the eyes and said 
threateningly “now get lost!” I said thank you then took off not looking backwards. 

I stood at the edge of the forest, this time I was going to observe and think things through 
before I did anything. There was a dozen or so buildings all lined up in a row. There were 
women setting up tables in front of the buildings. "What in the world?" I said because I've never 
seen anything like this in real life before. But I came all this way for answers and I intended on 
getting them. As I got closer I saw that the man I had ran into earlier was not the only one in 
weird clothing. All these women were wearing big poofy gowns with bonnets. It looked like we 
were in an old fashioned movie (with color though). I looked at my own clothing realizing what 
the man chopping wood was talking about. I guess this is how people dress here, wherever I am. 

I made up a backstory as to why I am here and why I look different. I thought it would be 
best to keep it vague. With my fake origin in mind I walked into town. I went up to the first 


27 



woman so I didn't have to go to that far into town, so less people would see me. I don’t need any 
more attention to myself for I didn't know how things work around here. The woman looked up. 
"Hello miss, how can I help you this fine morning?" 

"Um..." 

"There will be more set up later on just so you know miss." 

I looked at the table in front of me, there were white circular loaves of bread wrapped in or on 
top of pieces of cloth. 

“Do you like soda bread?” 

“Soda bread?” 

“Yes it costs one shilling for four loaves of bread.” 

“ One shilling?” 

“That’s a fair price” she said as if she was trying to rip me off. But I was so confused. Why 
would four pieces of bread cost only one shillings? 

“Ok” I said, still not understanding. 

“Look if you’re not gonna get anything then go,” she threatened. They only cost one shilling, 
why wouldn’t I get one. But I couldn’t because my money was back in my bag that was still in 
the forest. 

“I didn’t bring any money, sorry” 

“then why are you here?” 

“I have a question” I said thinking I should’ve just gone to the next lady. 

“So you don’t have money and you don’t want my bread but you do you have a question?!” She 
said like a woman going through a midlife crisis. 

“I’m new around here, sorry” 

“No,” she sighed “I’m sorry,” she really did look sorry “lady, you picked the wrong time to visit 
Cork Town” 

So that’s where I was! 

“Why?” I asked, worriedly. 

“We are going through a potato famine.” 

“That’s not that bad,” I said relieved. 
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“It is for everyone you see here this morning selling anything and everything they can just to get 
enough money so they can feed their families.” 

“Oh” I said feeling sorry for not knowing. 

“Yeah” 

I looked at the bread again, wishing I had brought my money, I wanted to help these people. I 
don’t even know if I could have though, what even is a shilling? She sighed. 

“Now, what was your question?” 

“Urn” I said trying to pick a question 

“So, I am in Corktown” where have I heard of this place from? 

“Yes miss.” 

I looked around trying to think, everything is so green and alive. The main food here is potatoes. 
All the ladies’ tables had the same five designs on them. Clover, heart, cross, three little swirls, 
and what looked like three leaves. I’d seen this before. That’s when it hit me, I’m in Ireland! I 
knew what that was called from my research: shamrock, Irish harp, Celtic cross, Celtic spiral, 
and cripple knot. While I was piecing all that together the lady was piling bread on the table and 
rearranging it so you could see all the variety you could get. 

“I am in Ireland right?” 

“Yes miss” she said a bit confused. Which made sense to me, for how would a person not know 
where they were? 

“What’s the date?” I asked. I had been to Ireland before back when I was younger. My whole 
family came out to see where my ancestors had lived. I know I was younger but I don’t 
remember it being like this. 

“It’s Spring, get ready it rains a lot here.” 

“OK, what’s the year?” I said as casually as I could. 

“1845,1 think” I knew why I didn’t know but why didn’t she? WAIT! 1845! Why was I in 
1845?! I didn’t want to ask her if she was sure because it was clear she wasn’t. But even if she 
wasn’t sure it had to be around that time for her to say 1845.1 thanked her and told her I’d be 
back for some bread. 
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I followed my smiley face path back and found my stuff right where I left it. I collapsed 
on top of it and started to cry. I was lost, lost in the sense of I knew where I was but not why I 
was there. I started yelling and talking through my tears. “What is happening to me? Am I in a 
dream? That must be it, I must be dreaming! That’s the only thing that makes sense.” I picked up 
my phone “you’re not dead! Phones didn’t existed in 1845! OH MY GOD! Electricity wasn’t 
even invented yet! AND medicine, medicine sucked in 1845! I’m going to die here!” I said all 
dramatically and looked up into the sky with my hands at my side. 

That’s when I realized it was raining. I closed my eyes, trying to figure out how I got here 
so I could know how to go back. I opened my eyes to the sound of it a twig snap. A middle aged 
man stood before me. He was wearing a raggedy, ripped up coat with dirty pants under it. His 
shoes weren’t that nice either. I stood up and offered my hand for him to shake. He just looked at 
me speechless. Oh no, how much of what I just said did he hear? I took my hand back and wiped 
off the mud from my clothes. He walked over, passing me to get to my stuff. 

“Hello sir, can I help you?” 

“What is in this?” 

“My stuff sir.” I went over to it. 

“What’s a little girl like you doing in the woods?” 

“I am taking my stuff into town.” I said, surprising myself that I could come up with a lie that 
fast. But if any lie that would be the best for it to be, for at least it made some sense. 

“What are you selling?” 

I looked into the bag, first thing I saw was clothes so that’s what I told him. 

“Let me see,” he said and I started to panic. 

“They are mostly girl clothes but if you want some for your wife or kids, you can go into town 
and pick some out for them there.” I said in a shaky voice. 

“No wife, no kids” and from the looks of it, no money. 

“Oh, sorry” 

“Why were you yelling?” 

“I was mad.” 

“Why were you mad?” Oh if only he knew, but I couldn’t tell him so I made something up. 
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“I forgot to bring the prettiest dress I had just made last night.” 

“That’s not what you were yelling about” 

Shit. He did hear me. 

“Yes it is” I said lying right to his face, hoping he couldn’t tell. 

“No you were saying big words.” 

Big words I thought. Then I remembered I was in 1845. 

“Well,” I said trying to think of what I could say. He looked me up and down then came to a 
conclusion. 

“You are a witch!” 

“What?” I asked terrified 

“ Big words, weird clothes, odd hair, and secretive,” these seem to be his facts of why I was a 
witch. “I am going to town all right, I am going to tell everyone about you!” 

“No!” I had to stop him “you can’t do that!” 

“And why is that?” He said not really asking, more humoring me. 

“Because...” Think, Olivia, think “because I’ll tell everyone you’re lying. It’s your word against 
mine!” That stopped him. But honestly the fact he’ll listen to why he shouldn’t tell the town 
made me think he wouldn’t do it. I knew I wasn’t a witch so I told him, if he wanted the town to 
know I’m a witch they’d have to see it themselves. “You’ll have to make me do my magic in 
front of them.” 

“I’ll expose you, one way or another!” He threatened me, then left disappearing in the rain. 

Chapter 3 

Friends and Enemies 

I put my stuff on the ground then sat down. I grabbed my necklace, it had a long, fine 
golden chain with a little red rose at the end. My mom had given it to me and I would hold on to 
it whenever I was scared. Now I was scared of what that man might do and I was scared that I 
didn’t know if I was ever going to get back home. I tried to get my mind off that by thinking 
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about my quick lies I told. I’d never been good at lying and didn’t want to contradict myself if I 
ever ran into him again. 

Ok, I told him I was selling clothes in town. Well, I can’t sell my clothes, in fact I needed 
new ones. Then I remembered about the shillings. Now would be an amazing time to be able to 
use Google. I thought, not wanting to face my problems. The only way to get shillings (which is 
their kind of money I guess) is by selling things. I would sell my clothes like I told that guy but 
they are clothes from the future. I can’t change anything here. I want the world to be the same 
when I come back. Ok, ok Olivia, now what can we sell? I still had my hand on my necklace I 
took my hand off and looked through my bag. I had brought a bunch of jewelry. I thought to 
myself, this is probably the best thing for me to sell. I put everything into my bag and then got up 
with it. I didn’t want to leave it here in case that guy came back. I hadn’t even been here for half 
a day and I already had someone out to get me. Maybe two, that old man chopping wood had a 
problem with me for some reason. 

I started walking, I walked for a long time before I realized the rain had washed away my 
smiley faces. But I had gotten into town once without them I could do it again. I didn’t make the 
smiley faces again because I had my stuff so I didn’t need to go back there, plus the lady this 
morning said it rains a lot here so even if I did make another path it would probably just get 
washed away anyways. 

By the time I made it into town it had stopped raining. I found some crates and put my 
bag in it. Then I watched people sell and buy things. I found out a shilling was a coin. So I was 
right about shillings are their kind of money. I took out a green beaded bracelet and a lady came 
over to me. 

“Hello miss,” I said just like the lady said to me earlier. 

“How much is it?” She asked. I thought since bread was one shilling jewlry would be around 
three shillings. 

“Three shillings, miss.” She gasped. 

“That is NOT worth three shillings!” She said with spit flying out of her mouth. She turned and 
left. I wiped the spit off my face and wished she had told me how much it was worth. I also 
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wished I could tell her I wasn’t trying to rip her off. I just really didn’t know how money worked 
around here. Another woman walked up to me, half laughing. I treated her just the same though. 
“Hello miss.” 

“Where are you from?” 

“Out of town. Why?” 

“Cause you’re sure not from around here.” 

“That obvious huh” I said really feeling like I could tell her anything. 

“Look kid that’s probably worth one shilling but-“ she looked down at it."Where did you get this 
from?" 

"A friend," which was technically true although I think she meant who made it. 

"How did your friend get it this clear?" I was right, she wants to know who made it. 

"What do you mean?" I asked even though I knew what she meant. She held out her wrist. Her 
bracelet was rusty and looked like it hurt to wear. "Oh" 

"What I have is worth around one shilling but what you have is probably 10!" 

"But that lady..." 

"She probably scanned over it just to see that it was a bracelet like I did at first." 

"Oh yeah" I said, not knowing what else to say. 

"Ok I'll make you a deal." 

"What's the deal?" 

"I help you sell your jewelry and you help me pay my rent." 

"Could I stay at your house?" 

"Sure" 

Yes! Now I have a place to sleep. 

“Ok deal.” 

“What’s your name?” She asked 

“Olivia” I replied, thinking how crazy it was going to be staying with this 
even know her name. But I felt safe with her, and felt like she would help 
“My name is Susan.” 

“Nice to meet you Susan” 


woman when I didn’t 
me if I was in trouble. 
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“You and me both.” 

Susan was different from everyone else. She dressed like them, but she didn’t talk or act like 
them. And I’m not just talking about people in Ireland, just people in general from 1845.1 didn’t 
care, this worked in my favor. 

Susan told me how she had always wanted children (that’s probably why she was being 
so nice to me, I was only 14 years old.) but now she couldn’t because she was becoming poor. 
She told me this was a very easy time to become poor. I figured I could cheat the system because 
I was probably as smart as the people here. We did have a problem however. 

“Ok Olivia, we have to come up with a reason they need this jewelry. Any ideas?” With the 
whole potato famine going on people weren’t that interested in jewelry, or even clothes for that 
matter. The poor people here resemble street dogs, they got into fights, didn’t care what they 
looked like or smelled like, (which really sucked for me.) All they wanted was food. They 
needed help just like street dogs. They needed someone to look after them. 

Susan and I tried to sell my jewelry at my crate table. With her helping me we didn’t 
have any better luck than I did by myself with the first lady. Then I came up with an idea. 
“Susan” 

“Yes Olivia?” 

“Have people started fleeing?” 

“Yes, to America” 

“No way that’s where I’m from!” I blurted out. 

“Do you wish you had stayed there?” 

I did, but I didn’t have a choice in the matter. 

“I don’t know, if I hadn’t I never would have met you,” I said and she smiled. 

“Why did you come out here?” 

“I’ve been here before, wanted to come back to visit. Anyways I think I have an idea.” 

“What is it?” 

“Can you explain how money works again.” 

“Food is one shilling, clothes are 10, and houses are way more but we only need 20 for my rent 
this year. Then we can use whatever we have left over for food.” 
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“Ok, I think we should go around town.” This way we’d have a better image than looking like 
we are so poor we had to use some old busted crates as a table. “We will find a rich people and 
sell to them so they will look good and we find poor people, sell to them and tell them it will 
help their chances in America.” 

“Good plan! You know, you’re pretty smart for a kid.” 

“Thanks.” I said, bashfully. 

We started walking to her house and she told me why she really needed the rent. She said 
she had a deal with her landlord, she pays him 20 shillings each year and she gets to stay. She 
then explained why she was stressed over it so much. Most people tend to crops and take care of 
the land in order to stay there. Now that food was scarce people were putting all their money into 
food and losing their deals with their land owners. She didn’t want to lose hers. When she told 
me why I laughed. 

“How old are you?” 

“Too old to work in a field” 

“Ok, but how old are you?” 

“27” she answered, ashamed. 

“You’re so young, you’d be fine working.” 

“What are you talking about, my only friend just died, and she was only 35.” 

I feel bad for laughing now, I remember people didn’t live as long in 1845. They’d be lucky to 
make it to 40. 

“Oh, I’m sorry” 

“It’s fine, you help me and I help you. It’s a win win.” 

When we got to her house she offered to make me some new clothes. She was a seamstress. I 
told her it would be worth it to make me clothes with the finest cloth she had. I also said I’d pay 
her back if we had enough money. She did it and it made me look much more respectable even 
though the clothes weren’t that nice. 

We went out to try my new plan, and it worked. We’d go up to the rich people and say 
“my my my, that dress looks so good on you.” Then they’d say thank you. Just before they could 
walk away I’d say “but”, then they had to come back. I could tell these people were very 
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insecure about themselves. Unlike the poor people who didn’t have enough money to say or do 
anything about it even if they didn’t like what they had. Anyways I would show the rich woman 
a necklace, bracelet, or ring that matched her dress, and tell her it would make her so much 
prettier. She would then make her husband buy it for her. I guess men had to buy it for the wife 
in this time period. We (me and Susan) would sell them a full piece of jewelry for the price of 10 
shillings. 

It was a lot easier to sell to the rich as well, for they weren’t concerned over how much 
money they had. The poor people on the other hand, they were a bit more work but if we kept 
selling to the rich you’d ran out of jewelry. With the poor people we take two or three beads off 
and tell them they could then sell them in America to help get them some more money so they 
could start their new lives off with some money. This pitch didn’t always work but when it did 
we got 5 to 8 shillings for it. 

By the end of the day we had enough money to save Susan’s house and not worry about 
when our next meal was going to be. I made it very clear to Susan my stuff was off-limits and 
she respected it. I did feel kind of bad because she opened up her whole house to me and I 
wouldn’t even open up a single bag to her. It didn’t seem like she minded though. 

The next day she wanted to show me around. It was a lot of fun, we walked along a huge 
river called “River Swilly”. I also got to see the Blarney Stone, I had kissed this stone when I 
came to Ireland the first time. As I was telling Susan about this she asked me a question I was 
not ready for. 

“Where is your family?” 

I hadn’t even thought about my family, or how long I’ve been here and how that would affect 
time when I got back, if I got back. Now I remembered why I didn’t want to think about this. I 
didn’t know if I was ever going to see my family again, and that scared me. 

“Urn” how could I lie about this when I didn’t even know the truth. 

“Touchy subject?” 

“Yes.” I said a bit too enthusiastically. I was just glad I didn’t have to lie to her, she was my 
friend, I didn’t want to lie. I was quiet the whole way home. 

“Hey listen,” she said, stopping in front of her house to face me. 
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“Yeah?” 

“I’m sorry I brought up your parents. Mine are gone too.” 

“Sorry” 

“It’s fine, I just wanted you to know you’re not alone. Anyways let’s be happy, life is good right 
now.” When I didn’t reply she said, “you want to go out to dinner?” 

“We got enough money?” 

“We got enough to eat out tonight and the next night and the next night and the next!” 

“ OK then, let’s do it!” I said and then smiled. We went to a pub, I didn’t want to drink so I just 
had water. The water wasn’t that clean but I was having fun getting to know Susan. 

I was halfway through my bowl of soup when some man burst into the pub. At first I 
thought he was drunk because he was yelling unclear words and running all around but then I 
realized who he was. The man from the woods who called me a witch. 

“Susan, we have to go!” I urged, trying to cover my face. She looked behind her and then said. 
“No, it’s ok that’s just crazy John.” 

“No no, he thinks I’m a witch.” 

“He thinks everyone is a witch,” she said trying to reassure me. 

“ I still think we should go.” 

“No it’s fine, it’s not like you’re a witch anyways.” She said half laughing. I had been thinking 
about it though. In 2019 I would not have been considered a witch but in 1845? If you were a girl 
and you were smarter than a man you were a witch. Or if you did something that could not be 
explained you were a witch. I could qualify for both of those things and I did not want to stay for 
‘John’ to figure it out. But now it was too late, he had seen me. 

“You! You are witch!” He yelled, but to my surprise no one turned their heads.” I try to stay 
calm, I tried not to look guilty. So I didn’t say anything back. He walked closer. I could smell the 
liquor on him. He had been drinking. I didn’t know if that would help me or go unnoticed. 

“Everyone, she’s a witch!” He pointed right at me. Still no heads but some one, a man 
yelled out “another one of John’s witches” more men joined in. This was not good, I didn’t want 
attention. I was just glad they didn’t believe him. They seem to be making fun of him. Susan was 
just laughing and letting it all happen. 
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“He’s been drinking too.” 

“Maybe we should help him out fellas.” Good, they were all leaving. I took a sip of my soup then 
dropped it when I saw he had my bag. 

“You wanted me to give the people proof. Well,” he said holding up the bag. “Here’s your 
proof!” He dumped my bag out on the floor in the middle of the whole pub. My phone, books, 
and clothes were all out for anyone and everyone to see. 

How did he even get my stuff?! I didn’t have time to ask him as the sound of my stuff 
hitting the floor got a lot of attention. The three men that were going to throw John out we’re 
now going through and picking up my stuff. 

“Is this your stuff?” one of them said. 

“What is this stuff?!” Another one asked. There were going to be a lot of questions I couldn’t 
answer. Everyone in the pub was waiting for something to happen. Susan just looked at me. 
“Susan?” I said, so embarrassed. She stood up. 

“That’s your bag Olivia! Are you a witch? Is that why you didn’t want me going through your 
bag?!” 

“No,” she had to know I didn’t betray her. She just had to know! Before I could say anything 
three men were coming towards me. 

“So this is your stuff! You are a witch!” All of a sudden the whole pub was yelling or chanting I 
couldn’t tell, but I heard the word so clear ‘witch, witch, she’s a witch! ’ I guess these three men 
were the police of the town. They were trying to grab me. People started throwing their food at 
me. “Take her away” one of the men ordered. As I was being hauled out all I could look at was 
Susan’s face. She looked so hurt. I had to fix all of this. 

Chapter 4 
Burn the witch! 

I woke up on the floor. At first I didn’t know where I was. I sat up. My head was 
pounding. I started to retrace my steps. I was in the pub, that crazy man, John, he came in and 
told everyone I was a witch, three men took me away and Susan was mad, Susan! I stood up and 
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ran. I didn’t get that far. I hit my head really hard on some poles. I stepped back, I was in jail. 

There were two men, one sitting in a chair, the other on top of the desk. The one on the 
chair gave the other some shillings. I couldn’t see how much. 

“Dang it, you were right” the one on the chair said. 

“Told you she’d do the same thing.” 

“But how’d ya know she’d get up and ran into the door again?” 

“Because she did it the first time, then when she hit her head she forgot and I knew she’d go 
through the same thought process.” 

“Dang it, I should’ve known that.” 

Another man walked in the room. These were the three guys that took me away last night. 
The man that just walked in and gave the other two men food, then said “look who’s up.” 
“Again” the man in the desk said then they started laughing. 

“Ok boys that’s enough. Go get her, it’s time.” 

“Time for what?” I said even though I knew they were probably going to kill me. 

“For your trial.” 

“My trial?” 

“Do we have to spell it out for you? We are taking you to the judge to see if you are a witch or 
not.” I would have said I’m not but I knew that wouldn’t have done anything. The biggest one of 
the three held my hands behind my back as we walked through town. 

I’m pretty sure that was the most embarrassing thing that has ever happened to me. 
Everyone we passed had something to say about me being a witch. When we finally made it to 
the room I didn’t know if I was a witch or not. A few minutes later a short man wearing all green 
came in the room. To be honest he looks like a leprechaun. All I could think was, this is the man 
that determines if I live or die. 

Townspeople started filling up the room. When John came in I was scared but when 
Susan came in I was even more scared. John might’ve gotten me into this mess but Susan could 
keep me in it. She did know a lot more. 

They closed the doors and then it was time to start. They showed the judge everything in 
my bag. I couldn’t talk my way out of that but it did help that my phone wouldn’t turn on. I did 
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propose the idea of how John got my stuff but they didn’t care, he had been stalking me and 
broke into the house. John claimed he saw me doing magic and it was his word against mine but 
mine didn’t matter now that they thought I was a witch. Eventually the townspeople couldn’t 
ignore the question they all came to get answered. ‘How are they going to kill me.’ 

“Let’s hang her!” 

“No let’s drown her!” 

“Quiet!” 

“Yes, your honor.” 

“We shall bum her at the stake.” 

“What are we going to do with her stuff?” someone asked. 

“Burn it as well, we don’t need her dangerous magic around here.” 

They brought me to where I was to die for my crimes of being a witches. I put up a fight because 
I had to try, but there were too many of them. 

There were 3 charis the one in the middle was the tallest. The two guys on the lower 
chairs were holding crosses and the man in the middle had a big cane. I had to climb up onto a 
big platform made out of wood. There were 3 big poles on this platform but they only tied me to 
one. The way they tied me was sloppy and hurt me as well. 

After I was all tied up I asked for one final request. “Can I say something to Susan?” 

The judge allowed it. I was a little girl after all. Susan walked up to me so we were face-to-face. 
She looked so mad she could’ve been the one to set me on fire. 

“Susan, I wanted to tell you I am not a witch. I am a little girl you saw that day in the 
town, I’m the girl you wanted to help. You showed me the ropes and I showed you that you 
could be happy. We helped each other, you didn’t just give me a place to sleep, food to eat and 
new clothes to wear. No, you gave me a home, a friend, and memories. I am so glad I was your 
friend and I am so sorry there are so many questions I can’t answer. I really hope you believe me 
when I say, I love you, I am not a witch, and if you allow me to live on in your heart I would be 
honored. You will always be in mine. I wish I could give you time to forgive me, I wish it didn’t 
have to end like this, but most of all I wish you didn’t hate me.” A single tear ran down my face. 
I caught my breath then said “good bye Susan.” I looked up and saw she was crying. I was glad 
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she didn’t hate me anymore. Now I could die at peace. She went to hug me but was pulled away. 
“That’s enough.” The judge said before she changed her mind about killing me. “Get me the 
torch!” I close my eyes, still trying to hide from my problems only this time the solution whether 
I liked it or not was only a few feet away and it was going to be solved for me. Everyone started 
yelling “die evil witch, die!” I think Susan left. I was glad, I didn’t want her to see me go like 
this. John started to yell, he sounded so happy. I open my eyes to the sound of his screams. The 
fire was inches from my face and then... 

I was gone. 
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Times Almost Up 

One very misty night, as the last bit of rain trickled down the rooftops, splashing on 
sidewalks, creating small puddles great for jumping in, I was walking home from a long and 
boring day of school, plus I got detention. I felt 2 buzzes, followed by a weird suspenseful noise 
from my pocket almost making me jump. It was a text from Alice. 

Alice: “How was detention?” 

Me: “As good as it gets which isn ’t good at all” 

Alice: “True. I still can't believe they ’re still giving you detention because you were wear your 
hat.” 

Me: “Eli., what are you gonna do? They are just not up to date with the current fashion.” 

Alice: “Hahaha” 

Alice: “Also., have you heard about that old French Revolution painting that was stolen from 
the Louvre Museum? Apparently it’s gone viral, but nobody knows where the girl who took it is” 
Me: “How do you know it’s a girl?” 

Alice: “Idki’m just guessing. Why?” 

Me: “I mean nothings wrong with it, it’s just people normally say guy... like they don’t know 
where the guy is or something.” 

Alice: “Don’tyou think thats kinda sexest?” 

Me: “I mean...yes and no I guess., it’s just normal. Plus girls don’t really commit crimes a lot” 
Alice: “ Girls can commit crimes to! Have fun walking home without anyone texting you!” 

Me: “Haha alright..alright of course we can. Have a good night.” 

I closed my messages and open Spotify and tap on my playlist marked “School” with an 
upside down smiling emoji, which is basically just full of music with no words yet still so 
satisfying to listen to. As I jump from puddle to puddle filling my socks and shoes with water to 
match the beat of my song I notice a what looked like a small abandoned fort made out of old 
metal cabinets? Maybe bins.. I walk up to my front door with my mind still wondering, ignoring 
my wet, soggy socks and shoes. I walk in, taking one headphone out, to see my mother doing her 
yoga, stretching backwards to look at me “Detention again? Why don’t you just take off your 
hat?” She looks like shes in a very uncomfortable position so i’m guessing she really does want 
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an answer out of me “It’s the principle of the thing mother” I say while letting out a sigh of 
relief, dropping my backpack to the floor. “Well i’m behind you all the way darling” she says as 
she bends back to her original pose. I throw myself onto my bed, kicking my shoes and socks 
off. “ I’m too tired to get undressed” repeats in my head as I close my eyes to the sound of lofi 
hip hop. 

My dream was weird tonight.. .well weirder than normal I guess. Normally I might dream 
that I fell from a building or randomly turn into a boy, but it wasn’t anything like that tonight. I 
was walking home from school again just like from last night I never have dreams like this, 
everything was the same, except, I saw the little fort made out of the cabinets again but there was 
something glowing on the inside. I decided to go check it out, and as I got closer it got brighter. 
While climbing over the the cabinets to get in I saw it, it was the stolen painting, the one Alice 
was talking to me about. It was almost like it was real the details were to good to be a dream. I 
soon realised that my dream wasn’t all normal when the rain started filling up the city making a 
giant pool. I woke up as the water rises over me like I couldn’t float. “I always wake up when 
anything bad happens....”. 

I woke up at around 10am. It was Saturday so me and Alice normally spend our 
weekends riding around on our bikes and occasionally we would find fire escape ladders that we 
could reach if I got on her shoulders, and we would take pictures from the rooftops to post 
online. Alice was more of the dare devil that would talk me into crazier stuff. We were riding to 
our favorite rooftop, that was 5 floors high and had the best view in the city, when we passed the 
fort from the night before. My mind trailed off, thinking about what happened from my last 
dream. I ended up smashing into the back of a parked car, leaving a long crack on the windshield 
and setting off the loud car alarm. Alice being the rebel she was, helped me shout “We gotta get 
outta here!”. Being a bit dizzy I pointed at the small fort, not to go there but more of an 
explanation of why that happened, but Alice ran over to the fort throwing her bike inside. She 
yelled at me “Get over here!” I dragged my bike over to the ally and in the fort and laid down. 
“Are you okay?” asked Alice “Yeah irn fine”. I sat up, looking behind her I couldn't see any 
painting. “Who makes a fort out of cabinets? Huh! This could be our new chill spot!” said Alice. 
“Some homeless person..” I said. “Hey look! There’s more back here this place is kinda big!” she 
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said as she crawled to the back and then to the right. I couldn’t see her now but then I her her 
shout “SCARR! GET OVER HERE!!”. Scar was a nickname she gave me to make me sound 
cool. I rushed over to her scraping my knees as I crawled. I turned the comer to see the same 
painting Alice had told me about in the same place as in my dream! I quickly told Alice “I had a 
dream about this! This exact moment! Everything's the same!” “Wait, what?! What do you 
mean?” “Last night as I was walking home, I saw this fort then later that night I had a dream that 
I went inside, and inside was this painting right here!” I was talking so fast I was surprised she 
understood all of it. “Woah woah woah.. Slow down. Are you for real right now? How is that 
even possible?! How is any of this possible?!” “I..I don’t know”. I couldn't really figure out an 
explanation for all of this. Alice sighed “Well however it happened, it happened” she said. “You 
know what this means?” “What?” I asked. “We could touch one of the most expensive paintings 
in the world!” 

“WHAT ARE YOU CRAZY?!” I shouted. “Keep your voice down we are still hiding. 
Anyway well report it after. It’s fine.” “What about fingerprints?” I asked. “Well need to buy 
some gloves. It’s too late now but there's no harm in waiting another day.” she said laying down. 
“I can’t believe you sometimes you know?” “ I know...” she says chuckling. “Come on lets get 
home and rest, you need it... there's a giant bump on your forehead!” “WHAT?!” I shouted 
slapping my hands on my forehead.. Alice bursted out laughing when I realised how stupid I 
was. “HAH AH AH AH A., ok ok let’s go”. We got up and got our bikes and bolted home. As we 
passed my house I shouted “BYEEE”. I was hoping for a Bye bestie or maybe just a simple 
Byeee but all I got was a “SEE YA”. I guess she was excited and probably wanted to get home 
pretty quick. I was nervous. I didn’t want to get into any trouble especially for something like 
this. I went through the back gate to put my bike up. I slowly went through the backdoor because 
it was kinda late. I noticed my mother wasn’t doing her yoga, but instead the dishes. I knew she 
would want me to help if she saw me. I slipped off my shoes and slid myself around the dining 
room table, into the hallway, then slid strait into my room lading on my bed, pulling my covers 
over my body, letting out my biggest sigh I could, and closed my eyes and went to sleep. 
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I woke up and rushed out of the house and met Alice at the store. “Did you bring money” 
said Alice. “What money?” I asked confused. “Shit” “What?” “We don’t have money Scar, well 
have to steal them” “What?!” I quietly shouted. “Yeah” “Fine”I sighed “See how fast you give 
up?”. She loves teasing me. “Whatever let's just get them and go.” Alice normally did the work 
but it was crowded so we split up. We crossed paths picking up a pack of gloves each. We both 
ripped the tags off, put them on, and walked out. “You’re sweating” said Alice with a chuckle 
“Shut up that's scary” “Eh, whatever weirdo”. We both started walking back to the fort. Once we 
got there Alice immediately went to touch it. “Woah wait!” I shouted “What?” “Are you sure 
about this?” I asked. “Definitely”. As she went to put her hand on it, it just, went straight 
through. “Oh no! Did I rip it?!” She screamed as she pulled her hand back. But there wasn’t a 
hole in it. Nothing. “What?!” we both shouted. She put her hand back through it looking at the 
back. Her hand wasn't going through it, it was going in it. “I’m gonna stick my head in” said 
Alice. “Be careful please”. She stuck her head in and it was in there 2 hole minutes before I 
tapped her on the shoulder. She pulled her head out and said “What? I was in there for like 30 
seconds” “No you were in there like ; mins” “Whatever., you will not believe whats on the other 
side!” “What??” “The Freaking French Revolution!!!” “What?” I shouted while sticking my 
head in and seeing some old fences and a weird old house. I pulled my head out. “How do you 
know this is the French Revolution?” “What else would it be” Alice said, while tilting her 
glasses and staring at me. “True”. “Okokokokok this is HUGE. We have to go in there for like a 
day” “That would be awesome” I said “We can’t get noticed though or they’ll chop off our 
heads. Well need to pack”. We both ran home and started packing. I did some research in my 
class about the french revolution so I knew what the poor people wore so I packed raggedy 
cloths and small waters in a small old bag. I also packed bread, a notepad to take notes, and a 
small translation book for french if needed. “We would need fire” I said. So I packed a lighter. 
We met up the nest day at the fort. She handed me this chained shirt. “Whats this?” “It’s so we 
don't get stabbed” “We’re not going to get stabbed ok? And besides don't you think that will be 
noticeable?” “Just put it under your cloths smart one.” “Okok..”. Once we were all prepared we 
crawled through the painting. It was night here. Which was good so we could just walk around 
not having to be on the lookout all the time. We tried not to talk all the time especially if there 
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were other people around. We sat down after walking for a while. 0-“This place is amazing” 
Alice whispered to me. “This time” I corrected her. “Whatever what do we do know?” “Just wait 
until morning when the French Revolution starts” “Right. We might even be able to take part in 
it since it’s hard for us to get injured.” “Well I don’t want to kill anyone” I said with some 
frustration. “’’Well don’t you at least want to punch an adult in the face once?” “I mean, kinda” 
“That's the spirit well attack at dawn” “did you really just say that? Attack at dawn? Really?” 
“Shut up”. We sat there and rested until the sun came up. We were confused why nothing was 
happening but I thought of the Mr.Peabody and Sherman movie and the French Revolution 
started in the night so we had to wait another day. We spent the whole day sitting with the other 
poor people. We thought we shouldn't be walking around and looking amazed because that 
would just make us look suspicious. Once it was night we were napping but were woken up by 
the sound of breaking glass. People were throwing bricks through the castels window yelling in 
french. I tried to make out what they were saying but I couldn't get any of it so I had very little 
notes, mainly about the scenery. “Woah!” we both shouted. “Let’s get going” said Alice. She 
went to pick up her back and the she screamed. I looked over to her and her hands were gone! 
“WHAT HAPPENED??” I went over to her and realized my hands were gone to! “WHAT THE 
HECK?!”. I pulled my sleeves up and saw the rest of my arm but no blood. It was like I was 
disappearing. I quickly realized what was happening. We weren't supposed to be here, not in this 
time, we were being erased. I tried to grab her hand the remembered again. “Alice we have to get 
out of here now!” I shouted. “What’s happening?” she screamed “Were being erased from time! 
We are not supposed to be here!” “Where do we go?” she asked. We both had tears in our eyes 
knowing that we could die. “We need to get back to the painting.” “what about the bags?” 
“Forget them. We can’t carry them.” We both started running. Staying close because we couldn’t 
hold on to each other. It was to crowded. There were people everywhere with torches and glass 
bricks. As we shoved are way through I could feel my arms vanishing. My sleeves went limp, 
there was nothing in them. With tears running down my eyes I pushed faster and faster 
screaming for people to move even though I knew they couldn’t understand me. I finally pushed 
through the last of them falling to the ground. It took me a minute to get up. When I did, I didn’t 
see Alice beined me. I started shouting. “ALICE, ALICE WHERE ARE YOU!!”. People looked 
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at me like I was crazy but that was the least of my concerns. I heard her shouting “I’M ALMOST 
THERE”. I couldn’t see her though so I went back in. I shoved through people with all my might 
until I tripped and fell. When i was on the ground I looked up and saw Alice at least two people 
away she had fallen to. I yelled at her “Come on get up we gotta leave now!” We both got up and 
I waited till she got to me. We both were pushing and yelling at people as we ran towards the end 
of the crowd. Once we broke free I asked alice “Where is the painting?” “In the ally come on!” 
We both ran faster than we had ever ran before. I got to the ally and saw that the painting was 
vanishing as well, but Alice had been tripped by someone rushing towards the crowd. She 
slammed her head on the ground, and she wasn’t moving. I started screaming “ALICE! ALICE 
COME ON WE DON’T HAVE A LOT OF TIME!” but she still didn’t move I bent down and 
grabbed her cloths with my teeth. With tears running down my face I pulled with everything I 
had left. When we got to the painting I pushed her in with my legs and going in myself. Once we 
were back Alice got up. It was as though eveiything that happened to us was undone. We didn't 
have any marks on us anymore from falling and shoving through people and Alice was fine. We 
both breathed hard and hugged each other. We were both still crying. We were so happy to be 
alive. It was dark but not midnight dark. We walked home in our raggedy clothes. We didn't say 
anything though, until we got to my house. I turned to her and said “Don’t talk about this just yet 
with anyone ok?” “You got it Scar” she said with a smile on her face. I guess it as if life slapping 
us on the face and we remembered why we are here and why we should be grateful. I wiped the 
rest of my tears off and walked inside to see my mother and father both sitting at the table 
looking sadder than ever. They looked at me and tears starting to run down there checks she ran 
at me hugging me and asking me where I had been. I was really confused and just answer with “I 
was hanging out with Alice”. My mother looked at me and said “Honey it’s been 7 days since 
you and Alice went missing, her family is worried sick just like us.”. I was shocked. I knew they 
needed to know the truth. I tried telling them what had happened but they didn't believe me they 
thought I had been kidnapped and I did not want to talk about it, instead, came up with this 
ridiculous story to cover it up. They took me to a doctor and once everything had come out 
normal they took me to the Police Station. I talked to the Police and told them about the painting, 
they asked me to take them to it, and once I did the police were stunned. A more professional 
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museum guy tried my “Theory” with gloves on and when he put his hand on it, it went right 
through to the time of the French Revolution. Once everyone believed me and it all went viral on 
all of social media and the news. It was revealed the one who owned the painting knew its power 
but never revealed it for safety. Alice and I soon became famous for a journey and someone even 
made a movie about it. They called it Times Almost Up, but I think the person who named it was 
just really bad at coming up with titles. We didn't care, we were just happy that we were alive. 
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Tomagan 


It’s the year 2019, a day before my spring break. I was happily looking forward to 

having two weeks of freedom! Just think of it, pure relaxation! As I was leaving school to start 
my break, I started feeling tired and the next thing I know I was sent back in time to the year 
1879 to South Africa! I woke up in a field of tall yellow grass, with the sun blazing down on me. 
I was completely unaware that a tribe of hunters were nearby. I got to my feet, patted the dirt off 
my pants, picked up my backpack and that's when I heard a loud roar from the distance. I knew 
that a lion was near and I had to get out the grass and get to high ground. I heard the roar from 
the distant again but this time it was closer. After booking it through the grass and pushing the 
grass aside, that’s when I ran straight into a hunting group. Their bows ready, spears sharp and 
their shields made of cowhide. The hunters are all ready to strike! They were definitely speaking 
a language that I couldn't understand. I've watched one too many movies about time travel to 
know that making contact with the hunter will make a rip in the fabric of reality, time, and space. 
So I decided to cut and ran back to the tall grass from where I came from. That's the last time I 
leaped before I looked. 

After walking for some time, I ended up in an alleyway between two large buildings. As I 
came out of the alley I heard a man speaking. When I turned the comer a captain from the British 
army spoke to his troops. I could tell he was a Captain from the many medals that were hanging 
off his red coat. The soldiers under his command had white Xs on their red coats. This is what I 
heard the captain say to his troops, “get ready for tomorrow the general is coming and I want my 
troops to look spick and span”. Lucky for me I am able to speak the language. The Captain 
finishes his speech and the troops begin to march down the road in a parade formation. I don't 
know where they are going but I'm glad they didn't see me. 

I sneaked into a village where their huts were made out of mud and straw. I looked into a 
hut to saw if anyone was inside. I found that no one was in sight so I took food and water without 
anyone noticing me. Then I sneaked back into the town where I grabbed a nice looking hunting 
rifle, and bullets to protect myself in a place and time that I don't belong in. In the middle of the 
night I snuck into a British camp to sabotage everything. Their gunpowder went missing, their 


51 



weapons got destroyed, food and the water got replaced with rocks, horses got spooked off and 
gunpowder ban-els were empty. The next morning the British soldiers looked at the ground 
which was written in black ink the name, “Tomagan” the Beast of the Zulu empire who roams 
from one village to the next village. 

As I’m sneaking away laughing to myself because I was able to sabotage everything in 
the British camp. Because I was able to destroy the British supplies the Zulu people will be able 
to live another day without fear from the British troops. 

I begin to follow the Zulu huntsman through the tall grass to kill the Tomagan Beast. As 
the huntsmans comer the Tomagan Beast I pull up my rifle and aim at the Beast and BAM! I 
hear a loud thud I peak through the tall grass and see that I have slayed the Beast! Before the 
Zulu people could figure out what happened I quickly and silently ran away. I started feeling 
tired and sleepy the next thing I knew I got sent back in time to the year 2019 a day before my 
spring break. 


52 




Science Fiction Stories 


Jaya - The narrator travels back in time to 1968 Nigeria during the Nigerian Civil War. 
She tries to save her grandparents from an event that could alter her current life. She meets a 
woman that helps her accomplish her goal. 

Luke - The narrator goes back to 1803 Dublin, Ireland. He tries to survive the Irish 
Rebellion with a friend that was met on his journey. 

Zoe - The narrator goes up to the attic to look through old memories of her past family, 
but she never thought she would soon be living through them. 

Olivia - Olivia was studying on an ordinary day for an ordinary project in an ordinaiy 
library when she suddenly got set back in time to 1845 in Ireland. She comes across many 
different paths. Some friendly, some deadly. Will Olivia make it home alive? 

Michael - Two girls travel together and stumble upon something magical that changes 
their lives. 

Taylor - The narrator travels back to South Africa in 1879 to try and survive the conflict 
between the Zulu Kingdom and the British Army, but accidentally changes history instead! 
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